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and the Duke of Wellington would be in a fidget to get som commanding point to see the country from. The scents ar extremely fine, so very delicate yet so powerful, and the colour of the flowers as if they were all shot with white. The swee peas especially have the complexion of a beautiful face. The; trail up the wall mixed with myrtles as creepers. As to th sunset, the Dartmoor heights look purple, and the sky clos upon them a clear orange. When 1 turn back and think c Southampton Water and the Isle of Wight, they seem b contrast to be drawn in Indian ink or pencil. ]STow I canno make out that this is fancy ; for why should I fancy 1 I ai not especially in a poetic mood. I have heard of the brilli ancy of Cintra, and still more of the East, and I suppose tha this region would pale beside them ; yet I am content t marvel at what I see, and think of Virgil's description of th purple meads of Elysium. Let me enjoy what I feel, eve though I may unconsciously exaggerate.
To HIS SISTER HARRIETT.
Darlington: July 15, 1831.
The other day the following lines came into my heac They are not worth much, but I transcribe them.
There stray'd awhile amid the woods of Dart
One who could love them, but who durst not love;
A vow had bound him, ne'er to give his heart To streamlet bright, or soft secluded grove.
'Twas a hard, humbling task, onwards to move His easy captured eye from each fair spot,
With unattached and lonely step to rove O'er happy meads, which soon its print forgot:
Yet kept he safe his pledge, prizing his pilgrim lot.
The weather has been beautiful here.    The whole hou; has had the influenza, and been unable to go out of door and in consequence I have as yet seen nothing, and bee nowhere.    I was not sure I should not catch it myself. have had a sermon [namely, in my first volume of ' Parochi Sermons' on the Pool of JBethesda : * Scripture, a Record Human Sorrow;] to write for to-morrow, which I do believe be as bad a one as I have ever written, for I was not in tl humour, but I do not tell people so ; it may do good in spi of me.have been gazing on them with astonishment. All this wonder I know is simple, and therefore, of course, do not you repeat it. The exuberance of the grass and the foliage is oppressive, as if one had not room to breathe, though this is a fancy—the depth of the valleys and the steepness of the slopes increase the illusion—• do 1 think it U in
